
The Bifiorie of 

Tw. O my fvvect beeflfc, I muft ftill be good Angell to thee 
themony ispaidbackeagaine. ’ 

Pat. O, 1 do not like that paying baeke, tis a double labour. 

Pritt. I am good friends with my father, & may do any thin» 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thcfirll thing t'houdoeft, and 
do it with vnwalbt hands too. 

Bar. Do my Lord. 

Pritt. I haue procured thee tacke a charge of foot. 

Fal. 1 would it had beenc of liorfe. Where fhall I finde one 
that can fteale weLO/or a fine theefe of the age ofxxii. or ther 
about’, lam hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertiiouj; I laud them, I 
prai fe them . Prince Bar doll. Bar. My Lotd. 

Pritt. Go beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafler, 

To my brother Iohn : this to ray Lord of Wtpnerlmd , 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 

Iacke meete me to morrow in the T cmple hall, 

At two a clocke in the afternoone, 

There fhalt thou know thy charge, and there recciue, 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy Rands on high, 

And ey ther they or wemuft lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words ! braue world. Hops, my breakefaft come 
Oh, I could wifli this T auerne were my drum. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefler and : Doivglas. J c&m-t. J. 

Hot. Well faid,my noblei’ccr, iffpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not though flattery, 

Sue h attribution ftxoiild theThwg/^/haue, 

As not a Souldief of this feafons ftampe, 

Should go fo gencrall currant through the world ? 

Bv God l cannot flatter, I defic 

The tongues ot foothers, but a brauer place 

In my harts loue hath no man then your ielfe. 

Nay, taske me to mv word, approue me Lord. 

Dow. Thou art the kingot honour, 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

But! will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

Htt, 


Bepry the fourth , 

Hot. Do fo, and t’i* well : What letters haft thou there I cae 
Eutthanke you. 

CWef Thefe letters come from your rather* 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himfclfe? 

LMejf. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous fick. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be ficke 
In fuch aiuftlingtime? who leadcs his power? 
Vnderwhofegouernmentcome they along? 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind,notI his mind. 

War. Iprethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed? 

CUfejf. He did, my Lord, foure day cs era 1 fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fcard by his Phifition. 

Wor. I would the (late of time had fitft bin whole, 

Ere he by ficknefle had bin vifited : 

Hiihealth was neuer better worth then now* 

Hot. Sicke now, droopc now, this ficknes doth infect 
The very life-bloudofour enterprife, 

T*is catching hither, cuen to our campc : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknefle,. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, sordid he tbinkeit tnccte, r , 
To lay fo dangerous and dcare a truft 
On any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, 

That with our (mail coniunftion, we fhould oh. 

To fee how fortuncis difpos’d to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, ... 

Becaufc the king is certainely pofleft 
Of all our purpofes ; what fay you to it? 

Wor. Your fathers fikknefle isamaimetovs. 

Hot. A perilous gafli, a very limrnelept off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhall find it. Were it good. 

To fet the exa ft w eal th of all our ftates. 

All a t one cafl? to fet fo rich a niainc, 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, , 

It were not good, for therein Qiould we read 
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